White Hawthorn

Master McClorg, you could not speak more
wisely were you in the pulpit. Leave me now
to meditate upon your pious words. Go home
and wrastle with the Devil, and compose next
Sunday forenoon's sermon; I shall look to
hear a sage discourse upon the torments of the
Turks and Papists down in Hell."

Mr. McClorg could scarcely believe his ears:
it was not often that he won encouragement
from Lady Rusco.

" Your Leddyship," said he, " will yet be
saved and taken up into the bosom of out
feyther Abraham/'

And with this benediction he turned rapidly
away, and walked off briskly over the bridge in
the direction of the path which led to Anwoth.

Mariota waved her hawthorn branch ironi-
cally after his retreating form. No sooner was
he out of sight and earshot than she began to
sing again; this time the words of Elfland's
Queen to Thomas the Rhymer:

" O see ye no yon narrow road
So thick beset with thorns and briars ?
That is the Path of Righteousness,
Though after it but few enquires.

" And see ye no yon braid braid road
That lies across the lily leven ?
That is the Path of Wickedness
Tho* some ca' it the toad to Heaven.

** And see ye no yon bonny road
That winds about the ferny brae ?
That is the road to fair Elfland
Where thou and I this night maun gae/*